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ituffed on the best grain.  Not too glorious a career, my
Chikor! but you look well on it!

On the bare frontier it is bitter hard climbing, and your
boots will suffer, and in Kashmir the thorn bushes get their
own back, but all the better the sport when you get it,
Chikor! chikor! chikor! hark to the little devils laughing at
you on the hillside, and you vow that your legs and your
twelve-bore shall be their masters. The young Pathan is a
good beater, and you and he will be happy together.

There is another little bird that keeps you busy on the
frontier hills, among the Chikor, and that is the Sisi, a
beggar to run, and to get a shot at him as he flies a gully
you must be active too*

While we are on the frontier there is some fun to be had
with the Blue Rocks. You must know that water in Balu-
chistan and other frontier tracts is brought to the surface
by an underground channel from adjacent hill springs. The
channel is made by sinking a line of wells, and then joining
them by a tunnel, a pretty piece of rough yet accurate
engineering. Down the wells the Blue Rocks love to hide
and drink, Place two or three guns at every other well, and
let a beater throw stones. Up will come the birds a-rocket-
ing, and no mean shot either, Also remember that if one
pigeon is wounded the others are bound to circle to look at
him, in the vain hope perhaps of aiding him. So stand by,
as a Pathan sniper waits for the stretcher-bearers; you will
get another shot.